Siam
remained the Khmer people, the people which
astonished the Asia of olden times by its pomp
and mysticism. One knows, too, that it has
neveir surrendered its hope of reconquering its
great capital, buried for centuries now in the
forests of Siam; and it is always the Ramayana,
that epic so ancient and so nebulous, which
continues to haunt its imagination and to direct
its dream.
Let us hope that Prance, the protectress (?) of
this land, may be able to understand that the
ballet of the kings of Pnom-Penh is a sacred
heritage, a marvel of antiquity not to be
destroyed!
At about one o'clock in the morning, in
dark night and under a warm rain, we leave
the palace of Norodom, and I go at once to
have the steamboat, which awaits me, made
ready for departure. I recommence to descend
the current of the Mekong, in deep and
oppressive darkness, and the vision of the little
fairies of the Ramayana vanishes from me.
The day after to-morrow must find me back
at Saigon, that baleful town of languor and
death, to take my place again in attendance on
the admiral, amongst my companions in exile;
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